Thursdays at Noon: Colin Ainsworth, tenor and Stephen Ralls, piano 
January 19, 2017 


Three songs from A Play of Passion 

A Play of Passion 

What is our life? A play of passion, 

Our mirth the music of division, 

Our mothers’ wombs the tiring-houses be, 
Where we are dressed for this short comedy. 
Heaven the judicious sharp spectator is, 

That sits and marks still who doth act amiss. 
Our graves that hide us from the searching sun 
Are like drawn curtains when the play is done. 
Thus march we, playing to our latest rest. 

Only we die in earnest, that’s no jest. 

(Walter Raleigh, c. 1554-1618) 


Care-charmer Sleepe 

Care-charmer Sleepe, sonne of the sable Night, 
Brother to Death, in silent darknes borne: 
Relieve my languish and restore the light, 

With darke forgetting of my cares, returne; 

And let the day be time enough to mome 
The shipwrack of my ill-adventur’d youth; 

Let waking eyes suffice to wayle their scorne, 
Without the torment of the night’s untruth. 
Cease dreames, th’imagery of our day-desires, 
To modell forth the passions of the morrow; 
Never let rising Sunne approve you lyers, 

To adde more grief to aggravate my sorrow. 
Still let me sleepe, embracing clowdes in vaine; 
And never wake to feele the daye’s disdaine. 


Derek Holman (b. 1931) 


(Samuel Daniel, 1562-1619) 



The Burning of the Leaves 


Now is the time for the burning of the leaves. 

They go to the fire; the nostril pricks with smoke 
Wandering slowly into a weeping mist. 

Brittle and blotched, ragged and rotten sheaves! 

A flame seizes the smouldering ruin and bites 
On stubborn stalks that crackle as they resist. 

The last hollyhock’s fallen tower is dust; 

All the spices of June are a bitter reek, 

All the extravagant riches spent and mean. 

All burns! The reddest rose is a ghost; 

Sparks whirl up, to expire in the mist: the wild 
Fingers of fire are making corruption clean. 

Now is the time for stripping the spirit bare. 

Time for the burning of days ended and done, 

Idle solace of things that have gone before: 

Rootless hope and fruitless desire are there; 

Let them go to the fire, with never a look behind. 

The world that was ours is a world that is ours no longer. 

They will come again, the leaf and the flower, to arise 
From squalor of rottenness into the old splendour, 

And magical scents to a wondering memory bring; 

The same glory, to shine upon different eyes. 

Earth cares for her own ruins, naught for ours. 

Nothing is certain, only the certain spring. 


(Laurence Binyon, 1869-1943) 



Tre sonetti di Petrarca (Three Petrarch Sonnets) 


Franz Liszt (1811-1886) 


I. Pace non trovo 

Pace non trovo, e non ho da far guerra, 

E temo, e spero, ed ardo, e son un ghiaccio; 

E volo sopra’l cielo, e giaccio in terra; 

E nulla stringo, e tutto’l mondo abbraccio. 

Tal m’ha in prigion, che non m’apre, ne serra, 
Ne per suo mi ritien, ne scoglie il laccio, 

E non m’accide Amor, e non mi sferra; 

Ne mi vuol vivo, ne mi trahe d’impaccio. 

Veggio senz’occhi; e non ho lingua e grido; 

E bramo di perir, e cheggio aita; 

Ed ho in odio me stesso, ed amo altrui; 

Pascomi di dolor; piangendo rido; 

Egualmente mi spiace morte e vita. 

In questo stato son, Donna, per Voi. 

II. Benedetto sia’l giomo 

Benedetto sia’l giomo, e’l mese, e l’anno, 

E la stagione, e’l tempo, e l’ora, e’l punto, 

E’l bel paese, e’l loco, ov’io fui giunto 
Da due begli occhi che legato m’hanno; 

E benedetto il primo dolce affanno 
Ch’i’ebbi ad esser con Amor congiunto, 

E l’arco e le saette ond’i’fui punto, 

E le piaghe, ch’infmo al cor mi vanno. 

Benedette le voci tante, ch’io 
Chiamando il nome di mia Laura ho sparte, 

E i sospiri e le lagrime e’l desio, 

E benedette sian tutte le carte 

Ov’io fama le acquisto, e il pensier mio, 

Ch’e sol di lei, si, ch’altra non v’ha parte. 


I find no peace, and am not inclined for war, 
And I fear and hope and burn and am ice; 

And soar in the air and lie upon the ground; 
And I hold nothing and embrace the world. 

Love has me in prison, neither open nor locked, 
He neither claims me his own nor releases me, 
And Love neither slays me nor unshackles me; 
He would not have me live, yet torments me. 

I see without eyes; and cry without a tongue; 

I long to perish and plead for help; 

I hate myself and love another; 

I feed on grief; weeping I laugh; 

Both death and life repel me. 

To this, Lady, you have reduced me. 


Blessed be the day, the month, the year, 

The season, the time, the hour, the moment, 

The fair landscape, the spot where I was seized 
By two lovely eyes that have enslaved me. 

And blessed be the first sweet pang 
When love overwhelmed me, 

The bow and the arrows which stung me, 

And the wounds which pierce me heart. 

Blessed be the many voices that echoed 
When I called my Laura’s name, 

And the sighs and the tears and the longing, 

And blessed be all these writings 

In which I spread her fame, and my thoughts 

Which stem from her alone. 



III. 


I’vidi in terra 


I’vidi in terra angelici costume, 

E celesti bellezze al mondo sole; 

Tal che di rimembrar mi giova, e dole; 

Che quant’io miro, par sogni, ombre e fumi. 

E vidi lagrimar que’duo bei lumi, 

Ch’han fatto mille volte invidia al sole; 

Ed udi’sospirando dir parole 

Che farian gir i monti, e stare i fiumi. 

Amor! senno! valor, pietate e doglia 
Facean piangendo un piu dolce concento 
D’ogni altro, che nel mondo udir si soglia. 

Ed era’l cielo all’armonia s’intento 
Che non si vedea in ramo mover foglia. 
Tanta dolcezza avea pien l’aer e’l vento. 

(Francesco Petrarca, 1304-1374) 


I saw on earth angelic grace 

And heavenly beauty unmatched in the world, 

Such as rejoice and pain my mem ory, 

Which is clouded with dreams, shadows, mists. 

And I saw tears spring from those lovely eyes 
Which many times have shamed the sun; 

And I heard words uttered with sighs 
Which would move mountains and halt rivers. 

Love! Wisdom! Valour, pity and grief 
Made in that lament a sweeter concert 
Than any other to be heard on earth. 

And heaven was so intent on the harmony 
That not a leaf was seen to move on the bough. 
Such sweetness had filled the air and wind. 



Three folksong settings 


Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) 


Sally in our Alley (tune by Henry Carey) 

Of all the girls that are so smart 
There’s none like Pretty Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart 
And lives in our alley. 

There’s ne’er a lady in the land 
That’s half so sweet as Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart 
And lives in our alley. 

Of all the days within the week, 

I dearly love but one day, 

And that’s the day that comes between 
A Saturday and Monday, 

For then I’m dressed all in my best, 

To walk abroad with Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart 
And lives in our alley. 

When she is by I leave my work, 

I love her so sincerely: 

My master comes like any Turk 
And bangs me most severely: 

But let him bang his bellyful 
I’ll bear it all for Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart 
And lives in our alley. 

My master carries me to Church 
And often I am blamed 
Because I leave him in the lurch 
As soon as text is named; 

I leave the Church in sermon time 
And slink away to Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart 
And lives in our alley. 

My master and the neighbours all 
Make game of me and Sally, 

And, but for her, I’d better be 
A slave and row a galley; 

But when my seven long years are out, 

O then I’ll marry Sally; 

O then we’ll wed and then we’ll bed, 

But not in our alley. 


(Henry Carey, 1687-1743) 



The Salley Gardens (Irish tune) 


Down by the Salley gardens my love and I did meet, 

She passed the Salley gardens with little snow-white feet. 
She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree, 
But I being young and foolish with her did not agree. 

In a field by the river my love and I did stand, 

And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand; 
She bid me take life easy as the grass grows on the weirs, 
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears. 

(William Butler Yeats, 1865-1939) 


Oliver Cromwell (Suffolk tune) 

Oliver Cromwell lay buried and dead, 
Hee-haw - buried and dead, 

There grew an old apple tree over his head, 
Hee-haw - over his head. 

The apples were ripe and ready to fall; 

There came an old woman to gather them all. 

Oliver rose and gave her a drop. 

Which made the old woman go hippety-hop. 

The saddle and bridle, they lie on the shelf, 

If you want any more you can sing it yourself. 


(Nursery rhyme) 
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BIOGRAPHIES 


COLIN AINSWORTH has distinguished himself not 
only with his interpretations of the major Classical and 
Baroque tenor roles but also by his performances in 
contemporary opera. His many performances have 
included the title roles in Orphee et Euridice, Pygmalion, 
Castor et Pollux, Roberto Devereux and Albert Herring-, 
Don Ottavio in Don Giovanni, Tamino in Die Zauberflote, 
Ernesto in Don Pasquale, Rinnucio in Gianni Schicchi, 
Fenton in Falstaff, Tonio in La Fille du Regiment, Nadir 
in Les Pecheurs de Perles, Pylades in Iphigenie en 
Tauride, Renaud in Lully’s Armide, Tom Rakewell in 
The Rake’s Progress, and Lysander in A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream. An avid supporter of new works, he 
has appeared in the world premieres of John Estacio’s 
Lillian Ailing at the Vancouver Opera, Stuart MacRae’s 
The Assassin Tree at the Edinburgh International 
Festival, Victor Davies’ The Transit of Venus with the 
Manitoba Opera, and Rufus Wainwright’s Prima Donna 
at Sadler’s Wells in London and at the Luminato 
Festival. 

Also a prolific concert singer, Mr. Ainsworth has 
appeared with orchestras and ensembles throughout 
North America and in Europe. His vast concert and 
recital repertoire includes Bach’s Mass in B Minor and 
St. John’s Passion, Handel’s Messiah, Orff's Carmina 
Burana, Mozart’s Requiem, Schubert’s Dichterliebe and 
Janacek’s Diary of One Who Vanished. 

Mr. Ainsworth’s growing discography includes Vivaldi’s 
La Griselda (Naxos), Castor et Pollux (Naxos), Schubert 
Among Friends (Marquis Classics), Gloria in Excelsis 
Deo with the Tafelmusik Baroque Orchestra (CBC 
Records), the collected masses of Vanhal, Haydn, 
and Cherbuini with Nicholas McGegan (Naxos), 
and the premiere recording of Derek Holman’s The 
Heart Mislaid which was included on the Aldeburgh 
Connection’s Our Own Songs (Marquis Classics). He 
also appears in a live DVD recording of Lully’s Persee 
with the Tafelmusik Baroque Orchestra (Euroarts). His 
new disc, A Play of Passion, featuring the music of 
Derek Holman with Stephen Ralls and Bruce Ubukata 
has just been released. 

This season, Mr. Ainsworth sings Frederic in Gilbert 
and Sullivan’s Pirates of Penzance with Toronto 
Operetta Theatre, as soloist with the Vancouver 
Symphony Orchestra in Ryan’s Afghanistan: Requiem 
fora Generation, the title role in Candide with Regina 
Symphony, and Jason in Charpentier’s Medee with 
Opera Atelier (Toronto and Versailles). 


STEPHEN RALLS began his musical career in 
England, following a Master’s degree at Merton College, 
Oxford. His work with English Opera Group led to 
involvement in the premiere of Britten’s Death in Venice, 
to recital appearances with Sir Peter Pears and to Mr. 
Ralls’s appointment to the staff of the Britten-Pears 
School in Aldeburgh. Emigrating to Canada, he taught 
at the University of Toronto and became Professor and 
Musical Director of the University’s Opera School. Many 
productions took place under his direction, including 
local stage premieres of Britten’s A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream, Paul Bunyan and The Beggar’s Opera, 
Chabrier’s L’Etoile and Handel’s Alcina, Ariodante and 
Semele. 

Mr. Ralls has accompanied Canada’s finest singers, 
including Catherine Robbin, Adrianne Pieczonka, 

Gerald Finley, Michael Schade, Anita Krause, Brett 
Polegato and Colin Ainsworth. With Bruce Ubukata, 
he co-founded the Aldeburgh Connection, which 
celebrated its 30th anniversary in February 2012. The 
organization fostered performances by Canadian 
artists of recital repertoire and presented up to a dozen 
concerts annually in Toronto, as well as a summer 
festival. In 2010, Mr. Ralls and Mr. Ubukata were joint 
recipients of an Opera Canada “Ruby” Award for their 
activities in opera and with young Canadian singers; in 
December 2012 they were appointed Members of the 
Order of Canada. 

Mr. Ralls’s recordings include Songs of Oskar Morawetz 
(Canadian Music Centre), The Lyrical Art of Mark 
Pedrotti (CBC Records), The Aldeburgh Connection: 
Schumann, Brahms and Greer (CBC Records), 
Benjamin Britten: The Canticles (Marquis Records), 
L’lnvitation au voyage: the songs of Henri Duparc (CBC 
Records) and the 1998 Juno Award winner, Songs 
of Travel (CBC Records) with baritone Gerald Finley. 
Schubert among friends (Marquis Records), with Gillian 
Keith, Michael Schade, Colin Ainsworth, Gerald Finley 
and Bruce Ubukata, was nominated for a Juno in 
2008. Our Own Songs, songs by Beckwith, Greer and 
Holman commissioned by the Aldeburgh Connection, 
was released by Marquis Records in March 2008. A 
quatre mains (2012) includes music for piano-duet and 
two pianos with Bruce Ubukata. In October 2016, A 
Play of Passion was released through the Canadian Art 
Song Project; with Colin Ainsworth, Mr. Ralls performs 
songs by Derek Holman, including those heard today. 

Please also see the website of the Aldeburgh 
Connection, www.aldeburghconnection.org. 


